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Phil liked it. 
While he knew it was pretty gay (only "pretty" gay?), he got off really hard on dominating Stephen 


It was just something he couldn't quite put a finger on (though he'd put a finger IN many times). He wouldn't 
say he was in LOVE with his best friend, because that'd just be weird. But then again, he wouldn't call this a 
‘friends with benefits" relationship, despite that when all added together, that was exactly what this was. 


He wasn't so sure it was beneficial to Stephen, who seemed to be losing his grip to reality now more than 


ever. 


He didn't give a fuck anymore about anything to do with Phil other than the sex. Before, they were still best 
friends who made stupid jokes and poked and picked on each other until each was annoyed to the point of 
possible manslaughter. But now it seemed like the more they fucked, the less Stephen talked. 


Phil was going through a period in his life where that simply didn't matter to him. Because fuck it, they could 
rekindle their friendship later or whatever. They could always talk about it another day, fix it, work it out. 


Right now it wasn't a big deal. 


He knew he was blinded by how damn good the sex felt, how good it felt to be inside of Stephen, how 
frustratingly erotic it was to sleep next to the man naked while he fidgeted around and cried himself to sleep 


thinking Phil didn't notice or care. 


And how he writhed and moved and squirmed during the sex. They would usually bone 4 or 5 times in a row, 
each orgasm harder than the last one. One night they made it up to ten times. Stephen and Phil had both 
counted, and Phil knew Stephen was pained beyond belief and exhausted and already fully sated, but he had that 
thing where if it was 4, it had better be 10. IO was a good, solid number. It just wouldn't feel right if they'd 


fucked 4 times in a row, when there could be one more, and it might feel even better than the last time. 
They'd been having sex pretty much straight for about 3 hours, each orgasm coming quicker than the 
previous one. But the lOth one took a good solid 55 minutes (Phil had glanced at the clock a few times). It took 
Phil the first half hour to finally reach his peak, filling Stephen with so much sperm consecutively that the 


parts of the hotel bed sheets that weren't covered in sweat were covered in semen. 


Stephen squirmed desperately, beating his dick hard while Phil pulled out from him, the bass player so tired he 


could collapse. 


Stephen was throwing his head back and jerking his hips. He was shaking with exhaustion and covered in sweat. 


Gasping - oh, the noises he was making. 


He bit his lip and squeezed his eyes shut, bucking hard into his hand, and then letting out a rather animalistic- 


sounding curse. 

This was when Phil decided to help him out, since he was so desperate to cum one more time. 

He'd never given a man head, and never in his life wanted to. And he certainly didn't want to then, but he 
figured it was the least he owed Stephen after all their encounters, and after all the times the singer had 
helped him get off. 


Plus he ought to pay rent for the amount of time his cock spent up Stephen's ass, simple as that. 


Stephen's cock was hot and the skin on it was beginning to chafe. It was red with blood flow, and Phil imagined 
it had to hurt a little bit. Stephen was going to be very sore the next morning. 


It didn't taste that good. Like piss and sweat and salt, and the weird musky tang that was Stephen's sperm. 
But Phil did his best to ignore the taste and try to give decent head. 


"Teeth!" Stephen moaned plaintively at one point, so Phil rolled his lips over his teeth and continued, with an 


apologetic noise. 


Stephen's dick was a bit too big to take in all the way, and there was no way Phil was going to swallow it. 
Instead he used his hand to work the rest of the shaft, and massage the smaller man's balls. 


"Almost there!" the singer said, throwing his head back again and bucking up hard, causing Phil to gag slightly. 


‘Almost there’ turned out to be another IO minutes. Phil was going to have a sore neck in the morning, but he 


figured it couldn't compare to how Stephen's ass must feel. 
Stephen's fits and moans increased with his breathing as he got closer. 


"Il" was his only warning before his whole body shivered and convulsed, draining out what had to be the last of 


the sperm in his body. Into Phil's mouth. 
Phil gagged again, nearly throwing up as he spat out the sperm immediately, it landing on Stephen's thigh. 


The next thing Phil did was crawl to the side table and reach for Stephen's now lukewarm Mountain Dew, which 
he downed in a few gulps in order to rid the taste. 


Then he rolled onto his side to face Stephen. A flash of brilliant blue eyes before Phil shut his own eyes at the 
bruising kiss Stephen placed to his lips. Stephen held him tightly, shivering against him as he kissed deep and 
intensely. Phil held the other man flush against him, wanting to take all of Stephen's frustration and 
embarrassment and sadness away with that embrace. 


The kiss eventually became tired, and Stephen pulled away, meeting Phil's eyes again before flipping over in the 
bed so his back was to the bass player. 


Phil covered them both with the sheets, left his arm wrapped around Stephen's thin waist, and fell asleep to 
the singer's soft breathing. 


